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Mindy, my love. 


How am | supposed to feel about him? 


Sometimes he tells me how much he loves me, and how much he cares. But | don't know, other times he 
seems so distant. So far away that no one on this planet can reach him, not even me. Well..there is *one * 
person that can reach him. Axl. 

Axl can reach my Slash, anytime he wants. It's obvious to me, its clear to me what they're doing, and still 


Slash denies anything is happening. 

| even caught them once, in the closet beneath the floorboards. A hidden closet that they thought only they 
knew about. But they weren't the only two that knew about the ‘closet; nope. | knew. | knew that was were 
they went for their little kissing sessions, l'm not dumb! 


They didn't see me watching though; they weren't wise enough to look.. no, they were too preoccupied to look 


Too preoccupied touching each other, too preoccupied exploring each other that they didn't even notice me 


watching every move they made. 


Every time they touch a little part of me gets cut, a little part of my heart is detached from a thread of 
hope. Even if they are at band practice and | am watching their every move they still manage to flirt 
outrageously with one another, even though they aren't talking at all. Their eyes tell all, | guess. 


The way Slash looks at Axl, and the way Axl looks at Slash was enough to rip me right in two. It was obvious 
how much they adored the thrill of pulling the wool over my eyes. Slash especially, always manages to make 
me feel stupid when | try to accuse him of going with Axl. He says: 


"Mindy, why are you saying this? I'm not fucking gay, don't you believe me? If | *was * gay | wouldn't string 
you along Mindy, | love you." 


And that was me kept quiet for the rest of the night. Thats all it took, ‘Mindy, | love you," from Slash's 


perfect lips, and | was silenced. 

My friends all say | have a fool's hope and a lover's heart, and that he's breaking them both. But | always try 
to tune them out because | don't want to believe them. | don't want to believe that my loving Slash is trying 
to fool me. | don't even want to believe my eyes when he cheats right on front of them. He's a player, and a 


damn good one too. 


At this very minute | am watching them kissing in their secret room. | sit tucked away under the stairs, just 


watching as Slash takes off his shirt along with Axl, and they both start to kiss passionately. 

The pain seems to build in me when | think they are going to fuck, but they never do. At least, not down here. 
| don't think they fuck at all because Slash spends all his nights with me so they couldn't do it then. Could it be 
that he's actually trying to..take it slow with Axl? 


| shook my head in disbelief, burying my face in my hands, trying my best to not be convinced by my eyes, 
even though they are kissing on front of me, | still don't-I still *can't * believe it. 


Soon though, there was a voice calling from upstairs, and footsteps clunking across the floorboards. It was 


Duff, 
"Axil? Slashl? Where the fuck are you guys?" he shouted. 


Duff didn't know about Axl and Slash, none of the band did, and that was the way Axl and Slash liked it. They 
had their fucking reputations to keep. 


Axl quickly put on his t-shirt and Slash put on his, and they both went laughing up the stairs. Another little 


kissing session completed without getting caught for them. It almost made me sick. 
My family all ask me, 


"Mindy, why don't you dump him? He's no good" 


But where will | go eh? I'll be out on the streets again, the timeless whore that | was before | met my Slash. 


He took me in, | loved him..but | was obviously the timeless whore to him as well. 
| don't know how long they had been going at it before | came, but | can't stand it. 
And also there's that nagging question 

Are they virgins to each other? 

Was Slash waiting for Axl, were they giving it a little patience? 


| wiped a tear from my eye, as | usually do when I've just seen them, and | crawled from below the stairs and 


climbed up them slowly. 


| listened to see if anyone was walking above me, and when | heard nothing | opened the little door above me 


and climbed out of the cellar. 


| struggled with this bit, climbing out of the cellar, because there were no stairs to take you up to the door, 
because obviously that'd be too fucking easy. But unlike * some* | didn't have some strong man to help me 


climb out of the cellar. | had no one to hold my waist and kiss my neck when * |* was climbing out, nol 


| decided to watch the band practice today. | didn't want Axl and Slash to be in a small room with no one 
watching them. Well, | mean the band would be there but still, they aren't looking out for a liaison between the 
pro-heterosexual Axl Rose and the hard, tough, whiskey man Slash, whilst | know what they are really up to. 


| sat with the soundmen behind a big glass window thing and looked at the band in the little recording room. | 


always liked that little room, it reminded me of a supermarket for some odd reason. 


| saw Slash laughing with Steven, Duff, Izzy and Axl through the glass. They were all huddled around a table, 


Axl and Slash sharing little glances at each other before turning to another band member to talk. 


Slash stopped smiling when he looked at me. | blew him a kiss and he pretended to catch it. | just couldn't 


believe this man could hurt me when he acted and genuinely seemed like he cared so much. 


Axl gave a scowl at my little sign of affection to Slash, and | think he grabbed Slash's hand under the little 
white table they were all sitting at. 


| wanted to walk in and slap him but | couldn't. 


Why is Slash doing this to me? 


| love him and he only creates the illusion that he loves me too. | want him and he pretends to want me. 


But the thing that hurts most is that, when he kisses Axl, | feel a spark that we don't seem to share with 


each other anymore. The feelings of total shut down and complete frustration 


To know that your lover loves someone else..it's almost a suicidal feeling. 
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Holding on to false hope. 


"Oh, fuck Mindy, do we *have * to go through this *again *," Slash said, throwing his keys down on the table 
and taking off his shirt. 


"Yes we fucking dol" | shouted, walking quickly over to him and leaning my hand on the table, my blonde tresses 


falling on my face. 


"Mindy," he turned and faced me, taking off his sunglasses, "I am *not * fucking Axl!" he held my face in his 


hands, forcing me to look into his eyes. 

| shook him off and stepped back, poison in my stare. 

"| saw you two Slash. The little closet under the stairs, your secret place where you two can be alone. Well, 
guess what, you're not alone. | know about that place Slash, | am not fucking dumb!" | threw his keys at him, 
but he quickly stepped to the side like he always does when | throw his keys at him. It was more or less a 
reflex with him; | had attacked him so much. But this was the first time | had confronted him about the 
closet. 

He remained eerily calm and stood with his hands clasped together. 

"Mindy, | love *you *," he said, looking me in the eye. 

| shook my head, this was wrong. 

"No, no stop it!" | yelled, walking over and covering his mouth. 


He grabbed my wrists, my legs buckled and | fell to the floor. 


He leant over me, his face contorted as he tried to keep me still. When | struggled more he fell on to his knees 


to the floor beside me, holding me, keeping me still. 
| hit him on the chest, pushing him away and swearing at him. 


"You don't love me," | shook my head, tears crawling down my face with stress. Why was he so persistent, 


why couldn't he just admit it and let me go? 
"Why do you think | don't love you? Why would you say something like that?" 
| looked him in the eyes and stood up so that | was leaning over him. | was angry. 


"Because you love Axl," | said through clenched teeth. 


He didn't say anything; he looked up at me with blank eyes, obviously trying to take this in, his lip twitched 


nervously. 

"No, no | don't," was all he could mutter. 

| raised my eyebrows at him, 

"That's the best you can do?" | sneered down at him, brushing my hair back with my hand. 

He stood up and kissed me but | had to push away. 

"NO! Just admit it Slash," he held me tight in his arms, “Admit it so that | can go!" 

"Stop saying this," he let me go and scratched the back of his neck, walking over to the bed. 

| marched in after him, swinging him around by the shoulder, 

"Slash, do you fucking realise how hard this is for me? To watch you kissing him, to watch you..you loving 
him? | didn't want to believe it at all, and I've been living in denial, but yesterday when..when | blew you that 
kiss, Axl's face it..scared me." 


He covered his face with his hands and sat on the bed. 


"Axl's face sometimes scares me too darling, he gets angry at little things, he..he wasn't angry at you blowing 


me a kiss dear-." 


"STOP LYING!" | screamed, more tears streaming down my face, my hand trying desperately to wipe them 


away. 
He uncovered his face, his eyes were wide. 

There was a knock at the door. | looked to the ground and back at Slash. 

"lll get it," | muttered under my breath, walking over to the door and opening it. 
My breath caught in my throat. It was Axl. 

He looked quite taken aback by me, looking to the floor. 

| folded my arms and scowled at him, "What do *you * want?" 


‘|... he stopped in mid sentence, his eyes followed something behind me. | looked around at what he was looking 


at. 

Slash was standing a few feet behind me, looking at Axl trough the door. 

| turned back to Axl, 

"You what?" | said, my anger catching in my throat and could be heard in my voice. 


| wanted to talk to Slash," he said, looking at me innocently and brushing back his strawberry, blonde hair with 
a sweep of his hand 


"We are busy at the minute," | said, looking back at Slash, who was obviously a bit annoyed at what | had just 
said. 
Axl's raised his eyebrows, "Oh?" 


| nodded, smiling sarcastically at him. 


He gave me the evil eye before catching a final look at Slash. His eyes glinted with something that looked like 


lust before he turned to walk away. 

"Axl?" | said, he turned around. 

"What?" 

"What did you want Slash for?" | asked, knowing exactly what he wanted Slash for. 


"Um..nothing, just band business,” he said, turning around and making his way down the corridor. What a fucking 


liar. 
"Mindy?" Slash spoke up once | had closed the door. 


"What the fuck? Now he's coming to *our * room? What Slash, are you two getting tired of that little closet, 


too small eh?" | sneered. 

"| think | should go see what Axl wants," Slash said nervously, walking over to the door, 
"WHAT?" | shouted, grabbing at my hair. 

"Kt might've been important,” he said. 


"You're going to go to him?" | said, flopping on the seat. | was in complete disbelief, had he heard what | said, 
did he see me at all? Did he ever fucking listen!? 


"|... have to see what he wants," he said, walking out of the door. 


| hated him. God he so fucking pissed me off. He was going to him even after what we were talking about. All 
the yelling and screaming just walked out of his mind after seeing that little fuck Axl. | guess lust meant more 
to him. 


All the stress and frustration welled up in my eyes and trickled down my face. | wiped at the tears fiercely, 
but | wasn't going to follow him. 


| want to dump him but | can't! | just can't, don't ask me why | just can't dump him! | CAN'T! 


| got up and walked into the bathroom. My mascara was running and the lightning flashed outside the window, 
lighting up the dim room. 


| looked at the razor on the sink. No, | can't do _that _, | thought to myself. But the more | looked at the 
razor the more appealing the idea seemed. To just cause myself pain, a moment to forget about everything, 
and my eyes would fall back into my head and | would stop thinking for a few minutes at least. To just cut 
myself. 


| grabbed the razor in my hand and held it on front of me. My eyes flowing over every centimetre of it; from 


the plastic handle to the sharp blades at the top. 

| put the razor to my wrist, about to drag it across the skin.but | couldn't. | dropped it quickly to the floor. 
"Fuuuceckkk!" | moaned 

| looked at myself in the mirror, and what | saw made me cry. 

What | saw, was a woman, with tousled blond hair, mascara running down her gaunt face that was filled with 
sorrow. A woman that wasn't loved by her lover, a woman that was being cheated on and she knew about it 


and yet did nothing. What | saw was a woman scorned. 


The image taunted me in the mirror. | veered back and smashed my fist into my reflection, quickly grabbing a 


towel and wrapping it around my bleeding hand. This was me, my life. 


I'm not going to deny the fact that I've slept around, but ever since | got with Slash, | stopped sleeping around. 
| don't want to let him go. Some people say that I'm stupid staying, but l'm in love with him. How can my family 
tell me to dump the man | love? It isn't as simple as that. 


Doesn't anyone understand? However the amount of anger and bitterness towards him is in me, it is evened 


out by how much | adore him. 


So if anyone is going to be leaving Slash, it's going to be Axl. Either of his own free will.or I'll have to *make * 


him leave Slash! 
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| knew you'd follow me. 


| walked down the hallway after Axl. | hope he hasn't gotten too far in the last few minutes because | really 
need to talk to him. Mindy has found out way too much, and these days she doesn't fall for my usual excuses. 
She's getting persistent, and it's starting to get to me. 

| stopped and looked to the end of the corridor of the hotel. No Axl. 

He must've walked down the other corridor. | turned around and gave a small yelp at a figure that was 
standing on front of me. As soon as my vision came into focus the figure had a hand over my mouth and had 
me pushed against the wall. It was Axl. 

He smiled, "| knew you'd follow me." 

He let go of my mouth so that | could talk. 


"How'd you know?" | asked, smiling slightly as he pulled down the collar of my shirt and started to kiss my neck. 


"Because..." his voice was muffled, but soon he pulled away and looked into my eyes with a somewhat childish 


expression, "Because..you always follow me," his eyebrows knotted. 
| shook my head, and grabbed his hands that were clawing at my shirt, "That's not true," | laughed. 


Now it was his time to laugh, he shook his head too actually and turned away to look down the corridor before 


turning to me again, smiling, 
"Yes it is." 


| frowned at this. | do NOT follow him all the time, he just likes to exaggerate. But | was all right with his 


exaggerations, it's partly what | love..! mean LIKE about him. 


"Yes Axt..| want you, and I'll always follow you," | smiled at him, grabbing his hand and pulling him down the 


corridor. 


Suddenly | remembered what Mindy said. | couldn't take him to the closet, she might be there, and how could | 


know where she hid exactly? 
"Axl?" 
He stopped. 


"What?" 


"Can we go to *your * room?" | asked, looking to the ground and letting go of his hand. 

He fiddled with his hair, curling it around his finger almost girlishly and smiling at me, 

"Slash, | thought we were going to wait?" he said timidly. 

| was confused at what he was saying at first, but when | found out | couldn't help but chuckle at him, 
"No Axl," | said, clutching at the hand that was playing with his hair. 

This took him by surprise, "You mean we're *not * waiting?" he shook his head in confusion. 


"No, | wasn't talking about going to your room to fuck." | lowered my voice to a whisper, "I need to talk to 


you." 


He raised his eyebrows, "That's not what you *usually * want to do." 

| think | blushed at this statement, it was very blunt wasn't it? | wasn't just a big sex machine, | * could® talk. 
"A-Axl, is there anyone in your room?" | asked, making his answer into a simple ‘Yes or No: 

He smiled at me, "No..no there's not" 

| nodded and walked down the corridor, grabbing his hand, as | don't think he would walk if | didn't. 


| don't think everyone realises how much of a kitten Axl is. | mean, everyone thinks he's a steel-hearted 


bastard, including me sometimes, but most of the time he's a big kitten as opposed to a tiger. 


| tried to open his room door but it was locked. | looked at him and he was just looking down at my hand that 
was trying to open it. He did a half smile and waved the key in my face. 


"Thanks," | said sarcastically. He shrugged. 
We both walked in and took a beer out of the fridge before sitting down and facing each other. 
"What do you want to talk to me about?" he said, leaning forward and looking straight into my eyes. 


His stare made me nervous, it never did that before. What was the matter with me? | seemed to just want 


him more than anything, and this was the night | needed to talk. 


"Well yeah..um, well you know Mindy, don't you?" 


He smiled, "Yes, I've saw her around before, ha. Well actually | see her most of the time. Anyway, I'm not her 


biggest fan am |? Why do we have to talk about her?" 

"Because," | forced out the word a little too quickly, making Axl jump in surprise. 
"Because..she knows” 

Those words were enough to make Axl's stare turn icy. 

"She *what *?" he put down his beer with a clunk on the coffee table. 

"She knows everything. She knows about the closet, she knows about-;" 


"SHE KNOWS ABOUT OUR CLOSET! NO, SHE CAN'T, THAT'S THE ONLY PLACE WE * HAVE * THAT'S PRIVATE!" 


Axl shouted, rising from his seat in a rage. 

| stood up and pushed him back down, covering his mouth. 

"Axl, don't fucking shout!" | hissed, taking my hand away from his mouth. He scowled. 
"Well that's fucking great! Where will we go now where we can be together?" 


| looked at him. He was really pissed off. | never realised he cared that much, | never realised he needed me 


that bad that he would act like this. 
"I really hate her Slash!" he said through clenched teeth, his fingers biting into his bared arms. 


| looked at him with a little surprise. He had never said *that * before. Of course | never expected him to like 
her but seriously, this is Axl, he usually doesn't give two fucks. 


"But Axl, you fuck tons of girls and | never say anything. | have to deal with it" 
He pouted at me. This wasn't what he wanted to hear. 

"Yeah but | don't date them now, do 1?" he said, looking me up and down 

"No, | guess you don't" 

"You know, | shouldn't have to deal with being the second string," he said 

| gasped, "No, Axl you're not second string’ 


"Then what the fuck am |?" he said, his voice breaking. 


"Axl, don't * you fucking start on mel" | sat beside him and kissed him on the mouth. He loosened up and 


leant into my touch. 

"She said.." | began, looking him in the eye. 

"What?" he whispered. 

"She said that..that | loved you," | half smiled 

He leaned back a bit with a puzzled gaze, "D-do you?" 

'L.] said | didn't 

He nodded, "Good" 

"What?!" 

"No | mean, its good you said that to *her *" 

"Well yeah | know that" 

"Slash, why can't you just dump her?" Axl said, looking at me with pleading eyes. 
"B-because, | love her," | said guiltily. 

He shook his head, "No! You cant" 

"| do." 

"Well..where do | fit into this?" Axl said, his eyes watering and his voice constricted in his throat. 
| want to be with you," | said. 

"Well..you can't have us both," he said. 


| looked at him, the tears pricking his porcelain skin and his hair stroking down his shoulders. He was perfect.. 


but so was she. 
"| know | can't" 
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H's Over. 


Axl looked nervously at the man beside him. They had been sitting in silence for the last half hour, each one 


not having the guts to talk to the other. 


Axl and | aren't talking. What is there to say | suppose? I've just told him that | love Mindy as well as him, and 
| know he wants me to choose right now, even though he hasn't said a word. The silence speaks for itself. *His 
* silence speaks for itself. 

But this quiet hell was a silence | wasn't going to be listening to. 


"lm leaving," | said, going to the door about to open it. 


He stood up and grabbed my arm. | turned to face his smouldering eyes, crawling into me, making me moan 


aloud. 

"Slash?" He said quietly. 

| breathed in deeply, "Yeah?" | closed my eyes a swallowed. 

"Who's it gonna be?" Blunt and to the point, Axl was just like his questions. 
| rested my head on the door. How could | choose? 

I'm in love with Mindy. She *is * me, the female me. 

"L." | tried to form the sentence in my mouth. 

He squeezed my arm tighter, his eyes two desperate voids. 

"Mindy," | said under my breath. 


He let go of me quickly, as if | had a deadly disease. He put two hands over his face, and sat back down on the 


sofa. 
"What?" Axl's voice sounded constricted. 


"| love M-Mindy," | repeated, going over to put my arm around him. But he pushed me away totally, not 


wanting me anywhere near him. 


"Slash..." Axl sobbed. 


‘lm sorry Axl," | said, "But | love her." 


He brought his hands up from his hands, his eyes were red and the greenish hints in them became more vivid 


the longer he stared at me. 
"You..you don't love me?" he wiped his eyes and lay back in the chair, looking down at his hands. 


"l." | stuttered, what was | to say to that? | couldn't lie. 
"Get out!" Axl said quietly. 


"What?" 


"Slash, you fucking used me! Well not any-fuckin-more, you can go to your little fucking Mindy, fuck off if you 
think | care, just piss off and leave me alone!" Axl hissed, getting up to open the door to the room. 


"Axl, calm down-;" 

"FUCK OFF" He screamed, opening the door and gesturing me to get out: 

"Axl, | don't want to stop talking to you" 

The tears started to crawl down Axl's face again, but he wiped them away furiously, 


"Don't talk to me unless you need to! Don't talk to me off stage, don't talk to me onstage, don't talk to me 


ever, cause whatever you have to say | never want to hear it! 
| looked at him, totally bewildered by this. My Axl was the one saying this. Well, not * my* Axl anymore. 

| walked out the door, and clenched my eyes shut as he slammed the door behind me. 

His voice was like poison. | couldn't help but remember the times when he had such a sweet voice, a voice that 
he used only with me, so calm and loving and | practically lived off it. It was only now | knew that I'd never 


hear that voice again. 
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Your Ignorance isnt going to last Forever. 


Slash has left Axl. He told me yesterday after he had just done it, and | believed him. He admitted everything, 


he told me | was right and he said that it was over with him and the singer. 


| think that if | hadn't believed him | might've done something to Axl that | would regret..or, in the state of 


mind | was in, wouldn't regret. 


| don't know how Axl took it though, and Slash wouldn't tell me how he took it. When | asked he looked away and 
frowned slightly. In fact, whenever | mention his name, Slash goes blank in expression, as if he has no idea who 
'Axl is. Maybe thats a good thing? | don't know. All | know is that I'm better now, but there's always that 
strange feeling at the back of your mind-- isn't there? The horrid feeling that someone else has been touching 
your lover. | don't like that feeling at all, and even though Slash isn't seeing him anymore, | still can't look Axl in 
the eye. Because | know he took the rejection of Slash badly, and | know he detests me. But in a way | hate him 
too. Not for sleeping with my boyfriend (though | must say he didn't make me think much of him by doing 
that either), | just have a general distaste for him. 


I'm watching the band practice now; again l'm behind the big glass window, looking into the studio. 


l'm watching Axl; he is in a deep state of thought looking down at the lyrics on a sheet of paper. He isn't 
socialising with the rest of the band, probably because he doesn't want to be too close to Slash | should 


imagine. 


In a way | want to rub it Axl's face that Slash chose me, in fact | would like nothing better. But how to do it 
subtly is something I've never found easy. Subtlety wasn't usually an option with me, but this situation was 
too fragile to go in with--to use the expression-All guns blazing. 


| find relief in the fact that Axl and Slash aren't sharing their usual sly glances at each other. It makes me 


believe Slash even more. 


| know this would be an awful thing to say in the circumstances, but watching Axl and Slash in there together 


is like a general soap opera So dramatic, so much tension. 


| knocked on the glass, Slash looked up along with the rest of the band, including Axl. 
| waved and blew him a kiss. He laughed and pretended to catch it. 


| looked out of the corner of my eye at Axl. He looked and watched Slash and me both in turn. He had no 
expression, no glint of fury in his eyes, no nothing. Just watching quietly with a tight mouth, before looking 
back to his little piece of paper. 


Slash looked at Izzy, who was laughing and hitting his arm playfully. Duff was whispering to Steven while 
pointing slightly to Axl. They both looked concerned for a while before Steven burst out laughing at something 


he overheard Izzy saying to Slash. 

The ‘Mute’ setting was on so that we couldn't hear what was being said in the little studio behind the glass. 

| wanted so desperately to hear what they were saying, and thank god Lenny (the soundman) turned off mute 
for a second to talk to the band. 


Listen you guys, me and John are going to get a bite to eat for a second. Don't move, we'll be back in five 
minutes," Lenny grabbed John by the arm and led him out the room. He turned back to me, 


"Mindy, you want to come?" He asked, pointing out the door. 

| shook my head, causing my flop of blonde hair to fall over my face. | laughed and swiped it away. 

They walked out and | sat down in John's chair, watching the band continue their talk. 

Axl was still not socialising, and now that | could hear the band | found that Duff and Slash were talking about 
a funny movie that Steven had told them about. Izzy was telling Steven a joke and Axl was pacing back and 
forward now, still looking at the words on front of him. Probably a new song, come to think of it. 


Suddenly Steven looked towards Axl and shouted, 


"Axl, come over here and socialise, you haven't been talking to anyone all day, have you? lz, has he been talking 


to you?" 
Izzy shook his head and looked at Axl, who was staring at Steven, bewildered 
"Duff?" Steven said, gesturing to the bassist. 

"No, he hasn't been talking to me. 

Izzy looked to Slash, 

"Slash?" 


Slash looked at Steve with a frown, then he slowly turned to face Axl who had changed from a bewildered 


glance at Izzy, to a sour look toward Slash. 
"No," Slash muttered under his breath. 
"You see Ax, come talk to us!" Steven said, walking over and throwing his arm around Axl. 


Axl smiled at Steven and at the rest of the band except for Slash, who he just looked at briefly before turning 
to talk to Izzy. 


Slash looked devastated, truly terrible. He put his face in his hands and dragged his fingers slowly down his 
cheeks. 


"Slash, are you all right buddy?" Duff said with a grin. 
"Yeah," Slash said unconvincingly, seating himself atop the little white table. 


Lenny walked in with cream on his head and an angry expression. He pulled the little microphone over to him 


and said through clenched teeth, 
"This practice is over! | need to *kill * John!" 


He walked out and the whole band broke out in hysterics. In fact, Duff was laughing so hard he fell to the 
floor, banging his fists. 


Izzy helped Duff off the floor while Axl walked out of the door. He took a minute to look at me before walking 
quickly on 


He was closely followed by Steven who was helping Izzy carry out Duff who was kicking in laughter, |: because 


of Lenny and the cream, and 2: because he was extremely ticklish. 


Slash came out last, carrying a guitar and bass in his two hands. | kissed him and he did nothing, just smirked a 
little before saying he needed to go to Duff's room and leave up the bass. 


"But, Duff and Axl share a room," | said, scratching the back of my neck. 
Again the frown followed by the blank expression. He nodded, 
"Yeah..yeah he does." 


He quickly walked by me and down the corridor towards the elevator. | sighed, there was no way of stopping 
Slash from seeing Axl, and there wasn't anyone that hated it more than he did. | knew that, | knew him. 


| walked down the corridor towards the stairs; | needed to use the stairs because it's healthier. Need more 


exercise. 
| walked up the first two floors, with only another two more floors to go. | looked up and saw Axl coming down 
the opposite way to me. | stopped. My entire body just stopped functioning and he came down, giving me a 


small look but aside from that he ignored me completely. 


| was quite offended, though | had no reason to be. | stopped and called down to him, 


"Axl." 

He turned and looked up at me. 

"What?" He said, folding his arms and giving me an icy stare. 
"Don't try to get Slash back, he's mine now. He chose *me *." 


He looked taken aback, and a little bit hurt. Then he shook his head, 
"| don't want the bastard back," he said, turning to walk down the rest of the stairs. 


He must've been going back to his room because Duff's room is on the first floor. 
Wait..Duff and Axl share the same room. 

Slash is going to Duff's room, Duff's going to the bar with Steven and Izzy. 

Axl and Slash are going to be..alone. 


Disclaimer: No mine, don't sue pwease! 


Tight lipped Situation. 


| walked down the stairs and along the first floor corridor to Duff's room. Axl wasn't going to be there 
because he was going to go with Izzy, Duff and Steven to the bar to calm Duff's hysterics. 


The fender bass was in my hand along with my Les Paul that | forgot to leave off at Mindy's and mine so | 


was stuck carrying it also 
| walked down the corridor. Very last room on the first floor, number 558, This was Duff and Axl's room. 


| sighed and pulled out my copy of the key. We all agreed to give each other copies of all our room keys in 


case of emergency. 

| put the key in the lock, twisting the handle and slowly walking in. | put my back to the room to close the door 
and turned around to see Axl sitting in the big leather chair at his desk, just watching me with piercing green 
eyes, that were pure hell to look at. | gasped, 


"Axl," | said. 


He didn't say a word; he just looked at me, his eyes scanning my face, his arms encircling his legs that were 


pulled to his chest in a childish state of protection. Just sitting, watching, crying. He was crying. 


| could tell by the red rims under his eyes that he always got when he cried. Those were the telltale signs, not 


to mention the vivid green eyes. They always got more emerald like when they watered. 
| wanted to hold him and ask him what was wrong, but | dared not go anywhere near him. Appearances can be 
deceiving; Axl, though he may appear like a defenceless toddler, is not a child And he can rip someone in two 


separate halves if he wanted to. 


But still, watching him watch me was just making me feel like shit. He really knew how to make me feel bad. He 


always knew. 


| shook my head a little and walked over to Duff's side of the room, putting his bass down on his bed before 


walking over to Axis side again His eyes hadn't moved, they were still looking at the door. 

| wasn't sure what | should do, he didn't seem angry that | was here but he wasn't doing anything! 
Suddenly Axl put his head on his knee and rested it there, and | heard quiet sobbing coming from him. 
How could | listen to my friend cry? Nobody can, i's not possible 


"Axl," | said, cautiously putting my hand on his shoulder, "Why are you crying?" 


He looked up at me, his green eyes surrounded with a silver ring of fury. 


"Let go of mel" He snarled, shrugging off my touch. 

"Axl, | don't-;" 

"NO! | told you that | didn't want to hear *anything * you had to say, and | fucking still don't!" Axl snapped, 
letting his legs free from the childish grip and pushing past me to lean against the wall at the other side of 
the room. 

"Axl," | moaned, a touch of desperation in my voice that I'm sure Axl sensed, "You're killing me." 


He didn't say anything, just leant his head back on the wall and closed his eyes, 


"You've already killed me," Axl muttered back, letting his head fall forwards and the reddish hair surround his 


face. 
| shook my head, "Don't say that." 


"Why shouldn't I? Its true isn't it? Is that what you want to hear Slash? I'm crying over youl Fucking you, 


since you wanted to know!" 

| looked up with wide eyes, grabbing hold of the back of the leather chair. 

Axl fell to the floor, his legs acting as an armrest for his folded arms on front of him. 
"Axl, of course that's not what | fucking want to hear," | said, going slowly closer to him. 


"DON'T come any closer," Axl said, his voice loud at the start but soon losing it's volume and descending into a 


threatening growl. 

| stopped in mid step. 

"Axl, stop making distance between us, let's just be friends," | said, trying to bargain with him. 
He laughed a low laugh. Not out of humour, but more of a ‘Are you stupid? laugh. 

"We can NEVER be friends again," he said, shaking his head. 

"What?! Axl, you're being ridiculous about-;' 


He shook his head violently, 


"No! No I'm not, you're being ridiculous for thinking we can *ever * be friends." 


"Why, why can't you at least *try * to get over this? You cant say that us together meant more to you 


than one of your normal flings, can you?" | hissed, walking over to him and standing over him. 
He looked even angrier now, his eyes losing their emerald look and turning to ice. 
He propelled his body from the floor and looked into my face with a look of pure hatred, 


"What did you say?" His stare was like daggers and his voice was like pure electric shocks. So much heat, so 


much anger and it was too much for me to take. 


"Axl, | was just another quick fuck, that you only wanted cause you thought | was easy!" | hissed, low and 


clear. 
He was raging. He looked me in the eye before quickly pushing my forward and grabbing my shirt in his fists. 
He turned me around and pinned me against the wall, all the fury of the devil in his eyes and his hair was the 


fire covering my face, burning me. 


"Slash, don't you fucking *ever * tell me how | feell" Axl screamed, quickly letting me go and walking out of 


the room, tears streaming down his face. 
| covered my heart with my hand. Dear Lord, a pure rush of shock flowed through my veins. 
"Oh my God," | said aloud, wiping the sweat of my forehead and grabbing my guitar. 


| can't stand this; | can't stand him not being there. | hate him acting like this, | hate that | can't touch him 


anymore. | hate that | cant smell his hair and that | can't kiss him. 
But | have Mindy, | shouldn't need Axl anymore because | love *her *. Mindy is the woman for me..isn't she? 
Disclaimer: Not mine! And thanks for reading. 


(Also, I'm in the mood for thanking some people cause this story made me feel very hate filled, so I'd like to 


thank MetalRocks, just because she's so nice lol and also AprncesscalledRose, because you always review! Lol) 


Not so Lovely Surprise. 


(This is from No ones POV) 


Axl walked out of the hotel, wiping the tears from his red eyes and taking his shirt off and putting it in his 
back pocket as he headed toward the bar. 


How much longer could he hate Slash and yet love him at the same time? How long would it be until his love 
would fade? Would it be days, weeks or maybe years? Oh god not years, one person can only take so much for 
so long. 


He took out a cigarette to calm his nerves, fiddling with the lighter. 


He stood on front of the bar, looking from side to side before strutting in and seating himself beside a laughing 
Duff, drunken Izzy and drugged Steven. 


"Hey guys," Axl said, fighting off the massive lump in his throat from the last few hours. 

"Axl!" Steven said, putting his hand on Axl's hair and brushing it playfully on front of his face. 

Axl swiped his hair back again, trying to laugh but finding it hard to draw the line between laughing and crying. 
"How many words can you make out of the name Axl?" Izzy asked randomly, turning to Duff for the answer. 
Duff processed this question, his eyes looking up to the sky. He then turned to face Izzy, 

"Axl- Lax..and that's about it," Duff laughed, snatching Izzy's cigarette and smiling. 

"Right." 

Axl leant his head on his hand, thinking. Wondering. 

"Axl, what's wrong?" Duff asked, obviously sensing the silence of their usually boisterous lead singer. 


All attention at the table turned to Axl, who looked up with sullen eyes. He was in no mood to entertain at all, 


but he plucked up his courage and forced a smile. 
"Nothing," he muttered unconvincingly. 
They didn't believe him but they didn't want to push Axl's buttons. 


"Okay Ax," Izzy smiled half-heartedly, concern bubbling for his friend in his chest. 


Axl looked down on the table, his fake smile had fallen off and his lips were hanging in a bored expression. 
‘Okay, well we better get going," Steven said, jerking his head in the direction of the door a few times to give a 
hint to Izzy and Duff to get out. 

Izzy and Duff both understood, and they nodded their heads. Duff got up and went straight to Steven, but Izzy 
lingered for a while, looking with great concern to his friend. 

It was breaking his heart to see Axl so upset. 


Izzy walked over to Steven and whispered to him, 


‘lm going to see what's wrong with him," Izzy made a gesture towards Axl, who hadn't moved at all and 


probably didn't even noticed anyone had gone. 

Steven and Duff nodded, putting their arms each other for support and walking out of the bar. 
Izzy looked around at his friend, putting his hands in his pockets, his body half twisted so that the top part 
was facing Axl and his legs were facing forward. 

He revolved fully and made his way over to the singer. 

Axl didn't move, even as Izzy leant into his view. 

"Axl?" Izzy whispered to the red head 

Only now did Axl look up and notice the brunette on front of him. He looked around, 

"Where did Duff and Steven go?" 

Izzy laughed a beautiful and low laugh. Axl looked at him with emerald eyes, 

"Axl, what's the matter with you?" Izzy asked with a shrug. 

"Nothing-;" he shook his head. 


"No, don't say ‘nothing’ because | know you're lying," Izzy insisted with a shake of his head. 


‘Izzy, don't push me okay," Axl said sternly but not harshly. Just enough to get the message through to Izzy 
that what was bothering him was not something he wanted to talk about. 


Izzy understood, nodding slightly. 


"Okay, I'll go now." 


"Okay," Axl nodded, "Ill just stay here for a while" 

"Okay, but don't stay too long cause you have to go talk to Slash tonight," Izzy said, about to leave. 
Axl's eyes widened and he grabbed Izzy's arm, 

"What? | can't go talk to Slash, w-why would | have too anyway?" Axl asked desperately. 


Izzy looked confused at why the fingers of his desperate friend were clawing into his arm and why he was so 


upset by this simple thing, 


"Axl, you always go talk to Slash on Tuesdays..to go over the songs and stuff, the guitar and the lyrics. You 
always do that," said Izzy, still confused. 


"N-no, no | can't talk to..to.." Axl didn't want to say his name, it was too painful. Too much hate in that one 


name. 
"Slash?" Izzy finished Axl's sentence for him. 


"Yeah *that *. | can't, someone else will have to talk to him," Axl said, letting go of Izzy's arm and turning to 


lean his elbows on the table again. 

"Axl, you're going to have to go talk to him! None of the rest of us can talk to him about this stuff, we don't 
know what to do. None of the rest of us ever does that shit; you'll have to go to him. What's the big deal 
anyway?" Izzy looked Axl in the eye. 

Speechless. 

"Uh..l..but.." Axl stuttered. 

Izzy laughed and patted the star struck singers back, 


"Go discuss it with him soon," Izzy smiled and left the bar. 


Axl slammed his fist on the table and walked out of the bar. He decided to get the call over with because it 


needed to be done, and it would be done sooner rather than later. 
He stomped into the hotel and up the stairs to the third floor. 
As he approached the door, all anger left him and all there was, was dread. Pure dread. 


He couldn't just walk in and talk to Slash about guitars and lyrics and the band. He knew how it would end up. 


He wiped his watering eyes with the shirt that he had pulled out of his back pocket. 

Slowly he walked over to Slash's door, and knocked three times. 

Waiting was the worst part. 

Slash answered the door, wearing only his boxers. Axl's eyes widened as he looked at the half naked guitarist: 


He looked at Slash's face with mild discomfort, his own losing all of its unnatural anger and just turned 


completely awestruck. 


"Oh my god!" Axl couldn't help but say, closing his eyes and saying a silent prayer, even though he never really 


believed in religion 

"Axl!" Slash said in surprise. 

Axl opened his eyes again, trying to paint on a scowl at the nervous guitarist. 

Axl folded his arms and glared, 

"Slash?" 

The guitarist looked back into the room at his girlfriend, who was sprawled on the bed waiting. 

Axl peered through a gap and saw the woman. Mindy. 

Slash turned back around, his face was very desperate that Axl didn't see the awaiting, lust filled woman. 


Axl shook his head, trying to act angry but actually just feeling as if someone had stabbed him in the heart a 


thousand times. 
Slash stuttered out a few nervous words, 

"What are you doing here?" He finally asked, leaning against the door and closing his eyes. 

Axl folded his arms, letting the unwelcome tears wash down his face but not daring to sob. 
"Slasssssshhhh, baby come back here, I'm waiting," Mindy called to Slash, sitting up on the bed. 
"Oh fuck," Axl turned away from the guitarist, not able to look at him. 


He felt a hand on his shoulder, knowing it to be Slash he cringed and quickly turned to let the hand drop. 


"Axl, I'm sorry | didn't know you were coming here-;' 


"Just. just fuck it. Fuck you, fuck you're girlfriend | don't want to care anymore," Axl walked down the corridor. 


He was heartbroken. 

Slash followed, running down the corridor after him, 

"No Axl, please no!" Slash yelled, grabbing at the singer who kept pushing him away. 

"No Slash, get the fuck away! Don't come anywhere near me, and don't bring your girlfriend to practice 
anymore, cause | don't want to see you two together," Axl growled. "A part of me even wishes | didn't have to 
see *you *" 

Slash looked with sad eyes at Axl. He couldn't mean that! He couldn't. 

Axl took something off his finger and handed it to Slash. It was a ring. 


"Take *this *, | don't want it," Axl hissed. 


Slash looked down at the thing in his hand. It was the ring that he had given Axl months ago. Slash had one too, 


and it was a symbol of ‘love' or whatever was between him and Axl that meant something. 
Axl shook his head and turned away from the guitarist that had fallen to his knees in shock. 


He walked over to the steps and walked down to the first floor and into his room, before collapsing on the bed 


and screaming into his pillows, tears streaming down his face as he screamed and punched at the bed 
He kept screaming and moaning until he finally fell in exhaustion to sleep. 


Disclaimer: Not mine. 


A Trip down Memory Lane. 


| walked back into the room after | had gotten over Axl giving me back his ring. That ring was the only thing 
that he and | shared so that a little part of us would be the same, and | have been secretly hoping he would 
keep it until the day he died, even when | broke it off with us. 


Mindy sat up in the bed and put her arms around me. | really just didn't want her near me at the minute 
because thoughts of Axl kept circling and circling my mind, driving me crazy. 


Mindy tried to kiss me but | shook my head. | was hardly in the mood now, | mean you don't just fuck your 
girlfriend once your ex-lover leaves you with the other ring that you both shared, that's like sacrilege to 


them. It's just wrong. 


But Mindy was persistent. She sat back and asked me what was wrong, and why | was so upset that? She said, 
its *just * Axl. 


Its just Axl, itts JUST AXL! What kind of a MORON is she! 

Oh no! | can't think that, | love her, she's my girlfriend, she's *everything * to me. 

She looked down at my hand that was tightly gripping on to Axl's ring. She quickly reached forward and 
grabbed it from me, looking at it with wide eyes. It was real silver with Axl's name engraved inside it. | don't 
think she noticed it though. 


"Can | have it?" she asked me, putting the ring on her middle finger. 


Axl always wore it in his wedding finger, which | always thought was the perfect place for it. | don't think he 
even noticed what finger he'd put it on, but | just liked the impulse that he had to put it there. 


And now that Axl has given back everything | felt for him, and cut off everything | hold dear; cut off himself 


from me, | can't help but realise that ring meant nothing anymore, so my girlfriend could have it. 
| nodded, my neck stiff as | did so. And as she slipped it on | couldn't help but cringe. 


It didn't seem right to let her have Axl's ring. | still liked Axl, he was my friend. My best friend. And he was- 
for a while-my everything. 


Mindy looked at me and smiled, 
"Why don't we go somewhere else," she said it more as a statement than a question. 


"Where do you want to go?" | asked, in general not really caring. 


"The closet," her eyes glinted with the embittered idea in her head. 

| knew that taking her would be wrong, and that | probably wouldn't do ‘it anywhere at the minute, especially in 
that room. That was the room | loved Axl most because | had him all to myself. Well, | thought | had him to 
myself, but Mindy got her fair share too. What with seeing us together. It must've been terrible for her. 
Then for a brief moment the thought occurred to me; am | with Mindy because | feel sorry for her? 

But the thought soon disappeared when she grabbed my hand and lead my down in the direction of the ‘closet: 
She walked along the corridor and down lifted up the floorboards, insisting | lead her down like I'd always done 
with Axl. She insisted | kissed her neck like | did with Axl, she insisted | hold her by her waist, like | did with 
Axl. 

In fact, all she wanted was a relationship like Axl's and mine. Just how much did she watch us down here? 

She asked me to lead her down the stairs, as it was dark. 

| took her hand and walked down, tracing the wall with the tips of my fingers to find a light. 


| found one and quickly flicked it on. 


| turned to talk to Mindy but her eyes were on something at the corner of the room. She didn't reply to my 


questions, so | followed her gaze. 


In the corner of the room was a wide emerald-eyed Axl, his hair dishevelled and his expression sour. He was 


so angry | knew words could never describe him, but he was so sad also. 
Talk about the worst timing in the universe. 
| looked at Mindy and then at Axl. 


Mindy was looking into Axl's eyes and Axl was looking into mine, his eyes telling more anger than his mouth 


ever could 

Suddenly his eyes flickered to Mindy. Well not ‘Mindy,’ per say. More of the like's of, Mindy's hand 
His eyes turned narrow and he stood up straight, looking at Mindy's hand and then back at me. 

He grabbed at his hair in rage, trying to stop himself from screaming as loud as he could 


| looked at Mindy's hand. 


Holy fuck the ring. 
Axl let go of his hair, putting a hand to his chest trying to calm himself. 


| had given the ring he had just given me, to my girlfriend. Well, she took it actually. 

"Axl no, please | promise | only gave her the ring because it meant nothing to you," | tried to explain myself. 
But the words just kept coming out more wrong and more wrong until finally | just gave up, and as Axl 
stormed by me to get to the stairs, he looked at me and | looked back. His sour expression gave way for just 
a second, and | saw everything inside of him. 


| saw the hurt, | saw the anger, | saw the betrayal, and they were all there because of me. 


When Axl had left, | was about to leave soon after because | was sure we weren't going to use this place 


after *that *. But Mindy just said, 

"Can we still use in here?" 

| shook my head, 

"Fuck Mindy, no, no we fucking can't" 

She looked at me with wide saucepan eyes, but | felt no sympathy for yelling at her. Not how | felt sympathy 
for my poor Axl. Axl *was * still mine in my heart | guess. It's mushy and so un-me to say, but when I'm 
around Axl, I'm not me, I'm this love struck fuck that can't get enough of him. 


The more | said this to myself, the more unclear my thoughts became. 


| spent ages thinking about how | was going to choose Mindy, | can't regret it now. I've made my bed and now | 


must lie in it..with her. 


All | could do was look in the corner were Axl was sitting. Remember all the times when we were together in 


here. When Axl and | were together all that mattered was the two of us. 


But | thought these were common thoughts for someone who had to choose between two people they deeply 
cared for. | thought that | would've probably regretted my decision with Axl if | had chosen him..would |? 


Well, he's hardly going to take me back, even if things didn't work out with Mindy and me. 
Mindy wrapped her arms around my neck, and | let her hang there even though | hated her at the minute. 


She was acting like an idiot. Couldn't she see | felt bad, that | wanted to be alone? 


| eventually pulled her arms from me, slowly walking up the stairs and left her to follow. 

When it came to the tricky bit of getting out of the ‘closet’ again Mindy wanted me to kiss her and hold her. 
‘Kiss my neck Slash," she ordered. 

| couldn't stand this, 

"Nol" | said sternly. She gasped, 

"Why not? Don't tell me its because you seen *him *?" she rolled her beady little eyes. 


"| don't want you to pretend you and | have what Axl and me had," | muttered, pushing her up on top of the 
floorboards, before climbing out myself. 


"What was it Axl and you had, eh?" She sneered. 
"Well, | had something that lasted forever. And Axl had a quick fuck," | rolled my eyes. 


That wasn't true at all, and | knew it. Axl was definitely not acting like this over a quick fuck, and | knew it was 


probably tearing at him that he cared so much. But the fact is he did. 


The way he cried, the way | hear him sometimes scream into the microphone at practice when he's not even 


supposed to scream. He makes it so obvious yet keeps it so covered up. 

| quickly walked up to the first floor and looked down the corridor, Mindy was left behind in my quick walking. 
| looked down to the direction of Axl's room, and saw Axl just about to walk in. 

Suddenly Axl turned to face me, his face red. 

He didn't even bother to glare at me; he didn't do anything but look. 


| wanted to go to him but Mindy was close behind and | really wanted to make things work with her. It was too 
late with Axl. 


| walked up the next few flights of stairs and into my bedroom, collapsing on it and grabbing out a bottle of 
Jack. 


If | was going to handle this nagging stress, | was not going to do it sober. 


Disclaimer: None of these characters are mine. except for Melinda AKA. Mindy. 


Back off Bitch! 


Disclaimer: Not Mine! 

l'm at band practice, and | have the worst hangover of my life. All | can remember of last night is drinking a 
lot, and Mindy telling me to stop. But I'm not listening to her, she knows nothing, and I'm only starting to realise 
that. Who was | kidding? Mindy isn't my female partner, she doesn't understand like | thought she did. She 


knows absolutely nothing about me. 


I'm lying on the little white table at the minute, Duff asking me if I'm okay, and me slurring out a few words. 
Something along the lines of, 


‘Yup, l'm just fucking peachy!" 

Duff looked at me and looked a bit offended by my sarcastic remark 

| sat up and stared at him, 

"Im sorry Duff, | just have a really bad hangover," | apologised, tapping his arm lightly 
He nodded, "I understand dude” 

"Thanks," | smiled. Duff understood, that was a good thing 


Duff smiled back, then looked over at Axl who was sitting in the corner, with Izzy looking over his shoulder, 
and a bit of paper in his hand. 


Axl looked up at Duff, almost sensing that someone was watching him. 

Duff smiled and waved, Axl waved back. 

"Watcha doing?" Duff asked, grabbing his bass and going over to Axl. 

"Nothing," Axl said, giving the bit of paper to lzzy, who didn't exactly know what to do with it. 
Duff grabbed the paper from the bamboozled guitarist and looked at the words. 

"New song?" Duff asked, looking at it with a wide smile and bright eyes. 

Axl nodded and handed the music to Duff, who looked absolutely dazzled by the lyrics. 


"Dude, we so have to play this!" Duff beamed at Axl, who dragged himself from the ground. 


| kept my eyes on him the whole time, and only now did he look at me. His eyes lingered for a while, turning a 
deep shade of green before turning to Duff who was handing out the music to all of us. 


He handed the music to me. | looked at it in confusion, wasn't *1 * supposed to make up the guitar? 


Well Axl and me used to talk about this stuff on Tuesdays but obviously Axl didn't exactly want to talk to me 
at all. | don't blame him. 


| kept Mindy away from band practice today, which she wasn't too happy about. | had to eventually shout at 
her to get her to shut up. 


"Mindy, just make things fucking easier for me and DON'T COME TO PRACTICE!" 
| shouted it before grabbing my guitar and running out of the room. 
She was a handful, and one | didn't particularly want to deal with. 


Also, | want that ring back! She can't have it, she can't! | won't let her keep it because it's not mine to give to 
her. | was going to take it and make Axl take it back, no matter what! 


Duff started playing the intro to Axl's new song, and soon | looked at the sheet and quickly started playing. 


The soundmen were all clicking away at their little sound things that they do, and | was looking at Axl, who was 
walking with his arms hugging himself and about to sing. 


My eyebrows lowered, | had no idea what the song was about. Well | didn't have an idea until.. 


| ain't playin childhood games 
no more 

| said it's time for me 

to even the score 

So stake your claim, 

your claim to fame 

But baby call another name 
When you feel the fire, 

and taste the flame 


Back off, back off bitch 

Down in the gutter dyin’ in the ditch 

You better back off, back off bitch 

Face of an angel with the love of a witch 


Back off, back off bitch 


Back off, back off bitch 


My mouth dropped open. | fucking knew what *this * was about! | didn't know quite how to feel about this. | 
thought | would feel very bitter, but | actually found it intriguing. 


After the song was over, the whole band clapped and | just sat like an idiot with my jaw down to the floor. 


Axl looked at me, and | swore | saw a small smirk playing on his lips. He was thriving on the fact that he'd done 
it and | was shocked. 


Practice ended around that time and Izzy, Duff and Steven had gone. | pretended to go, but just lingered at the 


back door of the studio where | knew Axl came out of after practice. 

| waited in silence, fiddling with my cigarette nervously and flipping my lighter on and off in the night. 
Suddenly the door opened and Axl walked out. 

| watched and grabbed his shoulder. 

He turned and looked at me with a stunned expression, which soon turned to an ice stare, 

"What?" He asked me, folding his arms. 


"That song Axl, we both know what it's about," | glared, throwing the cigarette to the ground and stamping it 


out. 

He shrugged, "So?" 

‘Is that why you didn't want Mindy coming to practice?" | asked, all the confidence in my voice. 
He shook his head, still looking at me in the eyes, 

"No," He said simply. 

| stood back, "What? Then why?" 

He laughed at me. The first time I'd seen him laughing in days. 

"Because | hate her!" He muttered, reaching back to take the bobble from his hair. 

| nodded, staring at his eyes that turned from grey to green 


"Why are you so calm now?" | asked, going closer to him. Maybe even overstepping the boundaries a bit. 


When | was only centimetres from him, he quickly stepped back, holding out his hand in a gesture for me not 


to come closer. 
He grabbed at his chest where his heart would be and sounded out of breath. 
"What is it?" | asked 


"You can't pretend nothing happened yesterday. | saw that ring on her finger," he gasped, leaning against a 
nearby wall, "| saw * my* ring on her finger.” 


| shook my head, "Axl, please. You gave me it back, it meant nothing to you so it means nothing to me," | lied. It 
meant everything to me. 


He looked at me, his eyes watering, Small tears pricking the side of his face. 


"| hate you, You know that. | don't think I've ever hated anyone more in my life than | hate you at this very 
second,” Axl said, leaning his back against the wall and sighing. 


| nodded, "Yeah." 
He popped out a cigarette and shoved it in his mouth, lighting it quickly. 


| immediately plucked it from him and threw it to the ground, stamping it out. 
He opened his mouth to complain, but suddenly all impulse just kicked into me and | kissed him. 
He may have hated me but | wanted him more than | ever wanted her. 


His lips were like something | had never tasted in my life, as opposed to something | used to kiss regularly. He 
was better than | remembered him ever being because | wanted it more than | ever did. 


But this sensation didn't last for long, until he suddenly pushed me far away from him. 
| moaned and tried to go back to him, but he quickly stopped me. The devils in his eyes again. Pure rage. 


"Don't do that again! You picked her and you're going to stay with her because | hate youl Never bring your 


mouth near mine again! You had your chance and you blew it, but you won't use me for a quick fuck again!" 
Axl pushed me back and ran off in a storm into the building. 
| felt something run down my cheek. 


| put my finger to it and looked at it. It was a tear. 


One of Axl's tears. He must've been crying when | kissed him. 

| couldn't think of anything. My whole body was numbed. 

Axl thought #1 * was using * him* for a quick fuck. Did that mean he literally * did* love me before? 
Suddenly my whole chain of thought kicked back in, and | knew what to do. 


| walked up the stairs and knocked frantically at Mindy's door. She opened it and smiled, but | was in no mood 


for her smiling. 

| walked in and as she turned back from closing the door | said bluntly, 
"| want that ring back!" 

She looked bewildered, 

"What?" 

"|. Want. That ring back," | practically had to spell it out for her. 

She shook her head, 


"No, | like it. Don't you think it looks nice on me?" She tried to act seducing but she just annoyed me to my 


core. 


| want to give it back to Axl," | said, trying to make her understand. 
She laughed, 


"What do you want to give this lovely ring to *him * for?" She chuckled. 
"Because, it's his," | said, trying to grab her hand. She snatched it from me. 
"Not anymore," she sneered, 


| was loosing patience. This was not a mood that | wanted to play games in. She was being unreasonable and she 


was annoying me. 


| grabbed her wrist and held her hand in the air, quickly grabbing the ring from her finger. She yelped as | 
pulled it off. 


"Ouch!" She grabbed her finger, squeezing it in her hand and looking at me. 


| glared, pulling off my sunglasses and throwing them on the bed. 


Suddenly everything just hit me. Axl wasn't going to take me back, Mindy was never going to leave, and | was 
not with the person | loved! 


| sat down on the bed and put my face in my hands. 
Mindy sat down beside me and put her hand on my back. 


Its okay baby, | know you didn't mean to hurt me. It was probably Axl's influences on you. | swear, that guy 
lures *everyone * to bed. First all those girls, then *you *. Fuck, even his own father got a go," She said. 


My eyes widened and my heart | think literally stopped. 
| turned around and smacked her around the face. 


"Don't you *ever * fucking say that!" | shouted, standing up and towering over her. She was cowering at my 


feet. 


| snapped back to reality. What the fuck did | just do? | fucking hit a girl! | hit her, | don't fucking believe | hit 


her. 
"Mindy, I." But it was no use. | couldnt say | didn't regret it. Something told me she was going to get one 
sooner or later. You just *don't * say that about people who have got molested. And sure as fuck wasn't 
going to let her get away with it 

She stood up and rubbed her face, 

"Hts okay dear. | know you didn't mean to," She laughed nervously. 

Was she literally insane? She still wanted to stay with mel 

| looked at her with and lowered my eyebrows, 

"| hit * you Mindy. You're still going to stay? Are you out of your mind!" | squealed 


"Is okay baby, | forgive you." 


| was so dumbstruck. She couldn't possibly stay with me; | didn't want her to stay for plenty of reasons now. 
She made me so angry that | hit her! And | didn't even love her. 


| love Axl. 


She pulled me on the bed and turned me so that she was straddling my hips. She leant down and started 
kissing me. 


| pushed her off quickly, and sat up on the bed. 


| stood up like a bolt of lightning when | saw who was standing on front of me at the door. Tears’ running down 


his face and his eyes a shining ocean green, was Axl. 


Suicide Solution, and a Deep cut memory. 


| looked at Axl, his tight face just staring with normal expression, with a few tears running down his cheek and 


on to his poised hand. He shifted to rest his arm on the doorframe and let his entire body weight lean on it. 
Mindy just lay still on the bed, looking at Axl who was looking back at her with a passionate hatred. 


As we all stood, | silently wondered how long Axl had been standing there at the door for. Had he heard what 


she said? If he did l'm surprised he hasn't started to rip out his hair at the memories before pouncing at her. 
"Slash, tell him to get out," Mindy ordered, tugging at my arm. 


| pulled it from her, "Mindy, don't tell me what to do because | don't fucking love you, and you're *not * my 
girlfriend!" 


She refused to believe it; she kept clawing at my arm like a stubborn cat, 


"Slash, it's because *he's * here, he's obviously influencing you and you've got to fight it!" She squealed, pulling 
me down on the bed. 


Axl hadn't made any moves yet, he just watched. Putting his head gently on his arm and closing his eyes. 
"Mindy, let gol" | shouted, stepping up from the bed 

"Get that FUCK out!" She screamed, pointing to Axl 

Axl looked up, and glared at her but said nothing whatsoever. 

"Mindy, fuck offl" | cried, covering my face with my hands. 


Axl shifted his body again, looking at my pitiful position with wide, curious eyes and standing up straight, his 
arms folded delicately over his small chest. 


Mindy cursed and looked with demonic eyes to Axl, who didn't notice her, 


"GET YOUR LITTLE GREEN EYES OFF HIM AXL!" She squealed, coming over to me and wrapping her arms around 


me. 
"Listen bitch just back off," Axl's hair fell mildly over his face as he pointed furiously at the frenzied woman. 


Mindy gasped and wrapped her arms tighter around me. | wanted to push her off, but | was afraid in case | 


hit her again, so | stayed where | was. Wrapped in an embrace that felt so wrong. 


| looked at Axl who was obviously concerned that | wasn't pushing her off. 
"Slash?" He asked, coming a little closer but soon backing off slowly. 
| needed to get Mindy away. But how could | do that when she was clawing at me? How could | do that when | 


didn't even trust my own fists to keep away from her face? 


| knew only one way that me and Axl to be alone. It was the first thought that came to my head. It would be 
risky, but | did it anyway, in the hope Axl would understand when all was over. 


"Axl," | gasped through her uncomfortable embrace. 

He looked at me with a quizzical expression 

"Just go," | moaned. Saying that took all my strength. 

Mindy lightened her touch, "What?" She smiled. 

Axl stood back. | think he was dumbstruck at the minute more than anything. 

Then finally he looked at me with anger and crashed out of the room, slamming the door as he left. 
Mindy laughed and let go of me. 

| knew you'd come to your senses,” She clapped. 

| gritted my teeth slowly. | needed to go before Axl got too far away. 


"Yes dear, now go into the bathroom and get some condoms and I'll be here," It made me sick saying this. But 


she fell for every word. 

She ran into the bathroom and as soon as she did, | rushed out of the room and down the hall 
| ran down the stairs to the first floor, hoping to god Axl hadn't stormed out of the hotel. 

But as | looked down the hall, | saw Axl heading towards..! don't know where. 

In curiosity | followed him, but he was far ahead so | had to run, but quietly. 

Axl wiped at his eyes quickly and furiously. | felt like a detective following the criminal. 


He walked through a doorway, not bothering to close it behind him. This hall led to the closet! Why was he 
going there? 


He quickly pulled out the floorboards that led to it and climbed down 

| watched him walk down the stairs and quickly followed him. 

Down the stairs and into a dark room. | couldn't see anything. Why didn't he turn on the light? 
But | knew this place like the back of my hand, luckily. | knew where he was. 

| heard a low sobbing coming from the corner. 

| followed the sound and when | made an approximate guess where Axl was, | lunged forward and luckily 
grabbed hold of his hand 

Quickly | flicked on the red light that was right beside me and pinned him to the wall 

He was extremely surprised by the quick movements. 

"What are you doing here?" He asked, less in anger and more of a breathless question 

| smiled, "You knew I'd follow you" 

He shook his head 

No! No shaking of heads. 

| quickly grabbed his face in my hand and smiled. But he slapped it away. 

"| heard what she said" His face was serious. 

It was my turn to shake my head. 

"And.and | saw what you did," He continued, looking to the ground 

| let go of his hands that | had pinned to the wall 

"| know," | muttered, looking at the hand that had slapped her. 

He nodded 


"You hit her." 


| clenched my eyes shut. 
"| hit her..for you," | said, grabbing his hand in my own He laughed sweetly, 

| quickly reached into my pocket and grabbed out the ring 

He looked at it and quickly took it from me. 

And then he put it on his wedding finger, like he always did and he looked up at me with glittering eyes. 
"Slash, by the way.. | knew you were following me," He winked 

| laughed and kissed him on the mouth, pinning him to the wall again 

He ran his hands up the side of my thighs and rested them on my hips. 


| pulled away quickly to pull of my shirt, he did the same and suddenly | was crazy. Like | said, whenever | was 
with him, I'm not myself. I'm a love-struck fuck that can't get enough of him. 


After being away from him for so long it was sweet to feel him again. 

The killer touch of his, the heat of his body beneath me. And he was mine again 
He pulled away quickly, 

"Wait..you *do * love me now, don't you?" He asked suspiciously. 

| laughed, "Yes!" 

Again | started to kiss him, driving me wild hearing him moan again 

There was a banging on the floorboards above. Then there was a voice, 

"Axl, Slash? Where are you two, it's fucking band practice," Duff's voice. 

| laughed and grabbed Axl's arms and pulling him up the stairs and on top of the floorboards. 
| climbed up after him and fell on top of him, laughing myself to near death. 

| looked up and Duff was looking down at both of us. 


| cleared my throat, 


"Um..Hey, we found a really great new room," | said, nudging Axl telling him to play along, 
‘Ouch..Uh, yeah." 


Then we both ran off down the hall towards the band practice room. 


That night | told Mindy that | wanted Axl, with him beside me. 


She stormed out of the room and told me I'd be sorry. | ignored her, thinking she wouldn't have the guts to do 
anything to us. 


And | was right. She didn't do anything to us. 


She did something..to herself. 


She committed suicide. 


| went to the funeral, along with the rest of the band. Including Axl, who spent most of the night smoking in 


the corner, not being social and hardly talking to anyone. 


| had to take a great deal of hassle from her parents, who told us all to go early because they felt like | 


caused her suicide. 
| did feel guilty of course. And | even think Axl did a tiny bit too. 


| just couldn't believe she'd done it. Apparently she'd cut too deeply into her wrist, and it wasn't exactly 


intentional as she had came screaming to her mother when she'd done it. 
They took her to hospital, but she'd lost too much blood to be saved. 
That night when we came home, Axl and | slept together. 


Not sex, just in the same bed. | think he felt he didn't want to be alone, and neither did |. 


Axl threw his arms around me as he slept, pulling me close to him and nuzzling into my shoulder. 
| stayed awake, just thinking about everything. 
| couldn't believe she did it. 


On her gravestone it was written, 


‘Mindy lived the way she died, 
Happy, loving and hopeful." 


| smiled. 


If people wanted to think of her that way, then they could. But they knew as well as | did that it was hardly 


true. 
The people that loved Mindy live in a delusional world. 
Just like she did. 


Disclaimer: Not mine. 


